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THE SISSY PILL

Troy has been having some issues in the bedroom, ever since he discovered his first love had a little extra between the thighs. Now, he can’t get it up, no matter how hard he tries. So he’s excited when he gets the chance to test a new drug that’s supposed to help with unfortunate impotence.

The drug works! Troy can finally get off, but only under certain circumstances. And with each dose of that trial pill, those circumstances become more and more extreme.


CHAPTER I

She was the hottest girl that had ever shown interest in me, and she was in my dorm room, already stripping down. And shockingly, she wasn’t even drunk.

My heart was pounding ferociously because I knew I had to preform. She was a popular girl: a senior member of one of the biggest sororities on campus, and a major member of the school’s student counsel. But most importantly of all, she was friends with some of the hottest girls at the university.

I knew that I needed to relax. My doctor told me that my performance issues were most likely related to my anxiety—which was a bit of a Catch-22, seeing as I got most of my anxiety from my performance issues.

The last girl I was with, I wasn’t able to get it up. She tried sucking me for nearly half an hour—and it was probably the most horrible half an hour of my life, even though it felt nice. My cock just wouldn’t get up, so I ended up eating her out for a while. She didn’t have an orgasm. Her mind was probably too busy thinking that there was something atrociously wrong with her. But there was nothing wrong with her (well, maybe she could have dropped fifteen pounds). The problem was me.

Then there was the girl before her, who managed to get me up for a couple of minutes—just long enough that I was able to get inside of her. But as soon as I started pumping, my cock went soft and the pumping started to hurt.

Now, I had taken a Viagra pill. I bought it on the Internet, and I had it stashed away in my nightstand for this exact occasion. But it wasn’t working yet. It didn’t help that I didn’t take it until we were already in my dorm room, and my beautiful date was moving so quickly. I remembered reading that Viagra takes half an hour to work, so if I couldn’t get it up naturally, I was going to need to distract her for thirty minutes.

I walked up to her, put my arms around her, and then I kissed her, hoping we could make out for a while. But that little make out session didn’t last long. After fifteen seconds, she pulled away and started to sink down, carefully placing her knees down on my dorm room floor. She unzipped my fly with a big grin on her face. I closed my eyes and tried to will away that anxiety, so my cock could flourish and become erect for her to suck. I hated being a twenty-two-year-old with erectile dysfunction. Maybe that Viagra would kick in at the perfect moment. How long had it been now? Four minutes?

“Why don’t I eat you out first?” I said with a nervous laugh.

She looked up at me and giggled. “I don’t like being eaten out. I like sucking cock.” She looked back towards my crotch and then her fingers slipped into my fly. I fought back the urge to mutter the word ‘shit’. I closed my eyes again and tried once more to will away that anxiety. I knew it was just a mental issue. I knew that I was capable of getting an erection. I got a few each month, though never when I actually wanted one.

That anxiety was starting to interfere with my masturbation sessions. The moment I would open up a pornography video on my computer, my heart would start to pound the way it was pounding now. My stomach would fill with a peculiar nausea, and I would suddenly be thinking about the horribly humiliating times I wasn’t able to get it up with girls. Maybe I just needed to see a hypnotist, so I could have my mind wiped.

This whole problem started when I lost my virginity.

I was seventeen and drunk at my first house party. It was late, and there was a girl from another school with her eye on me. I hadn’t noticed her at all that night, until the party was starting to die down. Most of my friends were already either passed out or fucking girls in locked rooms. So after another shot of vodka, I gathered the courage to talk to the girl. She told me that she was a virgin, so I told her the same thing. We decided in our state of inebriation that we would go to a bedroom together to fool around, and lose our virginities together.

I was already hard the moment we stepped into the bedroom. She sunk to her knees and I pulled out my cock. She sucked me for a couple of minutes—and my God, was she good at sucking cock. I had to pinch my arm hard to stop myself from coming in her mouth.

I asked if I could go down on her, but she told me she didn’t want that. We made out, and then she suddenly jumped onto the bed and flipped herself onto her stomach. “Let’s do it,” she said, taking me by surprise, cutting the foreplay off abruptly.

I went to pull down her panties, but she stopped me. “Do you have a condom?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Aren’t you on the pill?”

She shook her head. “Maybe just put it in my butt, just to be safe.” And my seventeen-year-old self didn’t hesitate. My friends were always bragging about having sex, but how many of them could say that they got to fuck a chick in the ass? She reached back and pulled her panties gently to the side, just enough to expose her tight butthole. “Just be gentle,” she said.

So I mounted her and I jammed my throbbing erection into her asshole. It didn’t take me long to come—maybe two minutes at the very most. I filled her tush with hot cum, and then I pulled out. She put her panties back over her hole, and then I watched as a dark spot formed on her panties, where my cum was oozing out.

“Can I eat out your pussy so that you can get off too?” I asked.

She stared at me with wide, guilty eyes. Dread churned in my gut. Did I do something wrong? “I’m so sorry. I—I should have told you before, but I was too afraid. I’m trans.” It took a moment for that admission to sink in. My body became cold and my heart fluttered.

“You’re what?” I asked.

“Trans. I used to be a man. But now I’m a woman. I’m getting my final surgery in six months from now.”

My head was spinning in fast circles. I bit down on my tongue and tried hard to process the information I was hearing. “Trans?” I said. “Final surgery?”

She nodded her head, still with those big, guilty eyes. “I’ll be getting implants, and they’ll be removing my… you know.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, trying to decide if she was bluffing. “You have a dick?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“Is that why you wanted it in the ass?” I said. That nausea was building in my gut. I had a bad feeling that I was about to vomit. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. I could feel my face turning white.

Then, the girl proved herself. She quickly showed me her semi-erect cock. “You don’t really mind, do you?” she said. “I’m a girl now—I really am. Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference. We can go out. You don’t really care that I’m trans, do you?”

I bit my tongue hard and forced the most awkward smile of my life. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said. I knew a guy who was kicked out of the school for using the word ‘tranny’, so I knew the dangers of being ‘transphobic’. I knew that I was expected not to care whether she used to be a man or a woman—but I did care. I felt sick. I wanted to get in a time machine and go back an hour. I wanted to grab her by the throat and demand that she never tell anyone about this. But instead, I just awkwardly put my clothes on and I left without saying anything.

Ever since then, my cock seemingly refused to stand for anyone, as if it was afraid of being betrayed again. And honestly, I never found myself with a girl that I was totally sure about. I never forgot what that trans girl said to me: ‘Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference.’ I thought about that line now as I stared at the blonde babe from the popular sorority.

She had my limp cock in her mouth and she was bobbing her head quickly, trying to get me aroused. She even stopped to use her hand for a minute, pumping me quickly and squeezing hard. It felt good, but I just couldn’t get it up. I couldn’t stop thinking about that slight possibility that she might actually be a man.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

I could feel that my face was red. “Show my your pussy,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Just show me your pussy.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then she stood up and lifted up her skirt. She pulled aside her panties, showing off her tight slit (and her impressive bush). “Happy?” she asked.

I reached out and gently ran my fingers up her length. Her pussy certainly felt real—but I had no idea what the doctors were capable of. I looked up he whole body, which was curvy and soft. She had no Adam’s apple, narrow shoulders, and soft features on her face—but so did the trans chick who took my virginity. Her voice was soft and feminine, and her feet were petite and cute.

“What is it?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “I’m just admiring your body,” I said.

“Well get your dick hard and admire it from the inside,” she said. She turned around and bent over my bed. She reached back with one hand and pulled her butt cheek to the side, making her holes spread wide. I knew that she was a woman—currently and previously—so why couldn’t I battle through the anxiety? Why was my cock still apprehensive? Why wasn’t that damned Viagra working?

I walked towards my date. I gently rubbed her soft bum and then I pressed my flaccid cock between her butt cheeks. Her body was warm. I gently thrust my cock up and down, hoping some friction would get my blood flowing properly. This went on for the next three minutes, until I heard her let out a sigh of frustration.

“Don’t you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“You’re very pretty. It’s just—I just can’t get it up.”

“Is that a problem you have or something?” she said. And I couldn’t tell her the truth—I couldn’t have the whole school finding out about my embarrassing dilemma.

“No. I don’t know what’s wrong. I think I’m just nervous. Just give it a minute—maybe two minutes. I’ll get it up—just hold on.”

She sighed again. “Just put it in me,” she said.

“What?”

“Put your limp dick in me. Give me something for Christ sakes.”

I hesitated, and then I followed her command. I used a healthy dab of lube to make my cock as slippery as a fish in KY Jelly. Then I began to mash my limp cock into her wet hole. She used both of her hands to spread her hole wide. It wasn’t easy. My cock kept folding and bending to the side as if it didn’t want to go in. I had to use both of my hand to cram it in. But after a couple of minutes, I was inside of her. I could feel her warm vaginal walls against my soft penis. She started to rock back and forth. I tried to thrust, but it was hard. My cock kept trying to slip out from her tight hole, so I had to remain close to her.

We fucked for the next twenty minutes. My cock remained flaccid, leaving me with the most humiliating feeling lingering in my gut. But even though I couldn’t get it hard, I somehow ended up coming. My limp cock coughed cum into her hole, and then she rolled over and looked down at my pathetic crotch.

“I think I just had too much to drink. Whisky Dick—isn’t that what they call it?”

“I think Jell-O Dick is more accurate,” she said. She left without saying anything else. I didn’t blame her—it was probably humiliating for her as well. And now I could only hope that she wouldn’t run around the campus telling all of the other girls that my cock didn’t work properly.


CHAPTER II

I was in class the next day when a group of students came into our classroom and said, “Would anyone here be interested in earning a bit of a side income over the next couple of months?”

A few hands hesitantly went up. I’m sure every student in that classroom (myself included) was interested in earning some extra income, but we all knew that income came at a price. There was a research program on our campus that was always developing experimental drugs, and they were always looking for students willing to test the drugs so that they could apply for patents. They’d interrupted many classes before, never saying what the drug they were testing was supposed to do. Their rate was always the same: fifty bucks per week. And occasionally, students ended up in the hospital because of radically unexpected side effects.

And there was always one student in every classroom that asked, “What’s the drug for?”

“We can’t say exactly what it’s for, but we need people to test the drug and report any side effects,” the leader of the little medical group said.

“How much are you paying?”

“It’s fifty dollars per week if you take one pill each day.”

All of the hands went down. It wasn’t nearly enough money to justify the potential damage. So the students shuffled out of our classroom and went along to the next one. Our professor resumed his lecture.

I went out to have a cigarette after class. I walked over to my usual spot and then I reached into my pocket for my lighter, but I couldn’t find it. I must have left it in my dorm room, so I started walking along the university, hoping to find someone with a lighter. Then, I turned around the corner and saw that same group of medical students. One of them was smoking a cigarette.

“One person. We went to fifteen classes and we found one single person. What a gigantic waste of time,” one student said to the other.

“Get used to it. This is always how it goes. And chances are, that one guy probably won’t even show up tomorrow to get his prescription. And then you get the guys who pretend to take the pills, but they actually spit them out in the hallway. You’re still a first year—just wait until you’ve been through a dozen of these trials.”

The first year student took a long drag from his cigarette. I thought about asking him if I could borrow his lighter, but then I hesitated when he said, “Does the world really even need another boner pill?”

I stopped for a moment, and then I slipped behind the wall to my left, still in earshot but no longer visible. The team continued to chat. “Does it need another boner pill? No. Will the government keep giving us money to test out new boner pills? Yes.”

“I mean—at what point is Viagra good enough?”

“This is different than Viagra,” said one of the senior students in a dull, scholastic voice. “Viagra stimulates blood flow. This pill addresses ED in the brain. Viagra is temporary. This will hopefully be a permanent solution for patients with chronic erectile dysfunction.”

“If you can’t be bothered to take a Viagra once a week or so, then maybe you shouldn’t be having sex—that’s all I’m saying.”

I slipped away and managed to find someone else with a lighter. While I smoked my cigarette, I thought about what the medical students were talking about: a pill to cure erectile dysfunction. Would it work for me? Did I even have erectile dysfunction, or was my doctor correct: did I just suffer from an unfortunately debilitating anxiety?

I couldn’t stop thinking about that drug trial. I was in my literature class later that day when the same group of students came into the classroom, cutting off the professor to recruit volunteers for their new drug. A few hands went up, and then someone asked about the pay, and then all of the hands went down. “Nobody?” the younger student asked, keeping an impressive smile on his face.

Then I bit down on my tongue and held up my hand. “I’ll do it,” I said. My heart was pounding nearly as hard as it did when I was with a woman in my dorm room.

The student’s face lit up. He stared at me for a moment and then he walked up the isle with a clipboard and a pen. All of the students in the class were staring at me now, probably thinking that I was a crazy person. I wasn’t sure if my face was dark red or ghost-white, but I’m certain it was nowhere in between. He held the clipboard out towards me, so I could fill out my information. I took the board and the pen and I wrote down everything he needed. “Can you be at our clinic tomorrow at 8:00 AM?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Sounds good.”

For a minute after the little team was gone, my fellow students continued to stare at me. Only a psychopath would test out a mystery drug for a couple hundred bucks (paid out over a couple of months). Maybe I was a psychopath—or maybe I was just desperate to never have another humiliating episode with a pretty girl.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. It was around midnight when I thought I would try to masturbate, to see if I even really needed a pill. I opened up some porn on my computer and I watched for the next twenty minutes, gently rubbing between my legs to stimulate some blood flow. But my cock wasn’t in the mood to get up. I kept thinking about that pill, making my heart tremble. Maybe my doctor was right—maybe I just needed to take some anxiety medicine. Maybe I needed to stop myself before taking some mystery drug that could end up screwing up my body for life.

Or maybe I just needed to bite my lip and take a step into the unknown.


CHAPTER III

I was one of five students in that little clinic at 8:00 AM the next morning. I was struggling to keep my eyes open, as I only slept for a couple hours the night before. The others looked to be in the same boat: rubbing their eyes, yawning—though I’m sure their circumstances were different. They were probably up partying, drinking, and playing video games.

A student in a white overcoat came into the room. He had five little plastic bags, and there was a pill in each bag. “ Okay, everyone. The trial is very simple. You come here at 8:00 AM every morning and take one pill. Starting tomorrow, we’ll have you write down all of the side effects you think that you might be experiencing. Simple, right?” He handed a baggie out to everyone. I stared at the little green pill in the bag. It seemed harmless enough. It was so small—how could such a small pill possibly cause any damage? “Well? Go ahead. Take your pill.”

Everyone opened their little baggies. Some of the men in that room hesitated more than others. The man to my left quickly tossed the pill into his mouth and swallowed. Then he showed the student in the white coat his tongue before standing up to leave. I had a feeling this wasn’t his first paid drug trial.

The man to my right was hesitant. He stared at the pill on the tip of his finger. He took a number of deep breaths before closing his eyes and straining every muscle in his body. I had a feeling he was just desperate for the money. “Open your mouth and show me your tongue,” the head student said. So the man next to me opened his mouth. “Show me under your tongue as well. Okay, good. You can go. We’ll see you in the morning.”

One of the other men tried to slip away without being seen. The head student ran and stopped him. “Did you take your pill?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“Show me your mouth,” he said. So the man opened his mouth. Then the student looked down and said, “Open up your hand.”

The man was slow to react. He sighed and then opened up his hand, revealing a little green pill.

“You can either take it or we’ll find someone else,” the white-clad student said firmly. So the man put the pill on his tongue and swallowed it with a loud gulp. He showed the student his tongue, and then he went on his way.

Now I was the only one left in the room. I was still staring at the little pill in the bag, wondering if it was really going to do anything. I knew how these trials worked. I knew that they gave a placebo to some people, and knowing my luck, I was the guy getting the placebo—and maybe that was for the best. But at the same time, I really wanted a cure to my embarrassing little problem.

“Well? Are you going to take the pill?” the student asked.

“It’s not going to kill me or anything like that, is it?”

“No. Well—I guess I can’t say no with absolute certainty. I suppose anything is possible. But it’s very unlikely.”

The answer did not put my mind at ease. “What kind of side effects can I expect?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer he was about to give me.

“We can’t tell you that.”

“Right.”

“C’mon, man. Take the pill or move along. We’ve got lots to do this morning.”

I took the little pill out from the bag and I stared at it for a long, tedious moment. Then I placed it on my tongue, closed my eyes, and swallowed. I felt that pill going down my throat, and then I could almost feel it plopping into my stomach. My heart fluttered and my joints became cold.

“Open your mouth,” the student said. So I opened my mouth and did my best to show him all the little nooks. “Okay. You can go. We’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

I got up slowly. My hands were trembling slightly and I had a feeling my legs were about to start doing the same. I took a deep breath and I forced a smile. “See you tomorrow.”

I went to my first class with a pale face. I was waiting for that pill to kick in, and I had a feeling it was going to happen at any moment. What if I sprung a boner in the middle of class? What if the boner refused to go away for the rest of the day? I kept looking down at my crotch, to make sure there wasn’t a massive bulge hiding there. Everything seemed normal. I felt normal. And two hours later, I still felt normal.

Now, instead of worrying that I was going to be on the receiving end of some horrible symptoms, I was now worried that I got the sugar pill. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I got back to my dorm room. I took off my pants and tried massaging my cock. My heart started pounding and my gut started turning—the same thing that always happened when I tried to beat off—and sadly, there was no erection. So I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. It didn’t seem fair. I was being punished by God for something I couldn’t even remember doing. Did I kill someone when I was younger? Was I forgetting some sort of horrible crime that I’d committed? Why did I deserve this limp cock?

I sighed heavily, and then I decided that I would try to distract myself. My room was a mess, so I figured I would clean up. I scooped all of my dirty clothes into my laundry bin, and then I cleaned up all the garbage off of the floor. I even made my bed for the first time in over a month. I couldn’t help but wonder if the pill was actually giving me a sort of motivation, or if I was really just desperate to distract myself.

While I was cleaning behind my bed, I found a pair of pink panties. I held them up and recognized them instantly: they belonged to the sorority beauty, who made me fuck her with my limp cock. She must have left them behind in her big hurry to get far, far away from me.

I felt the lacy fabric between my fingers. My heart skipped a beat and a strange lump began to form in my throat. I liked the way the panties felt. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my pants back down. I wrapped the panties around my shaft and I began to massage myself. I closed my eyes and felt a warm buzzing moving through my body. It was pleasant and relaxing. A slight moan slipped out from my lips. Then I opened my eyes and saw something truly magnificent: I had an erection.

Those pink panties were now wrapped around a rock-hard cock. I pulled them up and down, rubbing them all over my shaft. It felt so good. My heart was still pounding and my gut was still churning—but I was hard.

“No fucking way,” I muttered to myself. I was smiling—I couldn’t stop smiling. I began to jerk my cock faster with that pair of panties. It felt so good, and that erection wasn’t going away. I brought the panties right to my tip and then a moment later, I was spewing cum into that pink lace. I groaned and trembled and squirmed and then I nearly screamed out with joy as cum began dripping between my fingers.

I did it! I got an erection and I managed to come! Surely it wasn’t just a coincidence. Surely it had something to do with that pill I took that morning.

My heart was pounding hard with joy now. I tried to remember a time in my life when I was happier. I already wanted to beat off again, just because I could. I didn’t want this moment to end.

It wasn’t even an hour later when I started stroking myself again. I wasn’t getting hard, no matter how hard I squeezed or how fast I pumped. I wasn’t feeling discouraged just yet. I was happy to have gotten a single cumshot out.

Then I saw the panties on the floor in the corner, still wet with my cum. I stared at them and then I began to feel that amazing tingling between my legs. So I walked over and wrapped the cum-soaked panties around my shaft. It was a bit of a gross feeling, but it was somehow very arousing. I started pumping, and a moment later I was hard again. I fought back the urge to squeal like a piglet. I pumped and pumped until more fresh cum was soaking into that pink lace.

Was I cured? That was yet to be seen. But was I ecstatic? Absolutely. I wanted to run over to the girls’ dorm and fuck every single girl there. I wanted to track down that blonde sorority babe and show her that I could get hard—no matter what she told her friends.

I felt like I was getting a fresh start. I was already thinking about jerking off again, but first, I needed to wash those panties so that I wasn’t just rubbing old cum all over myself again. So I buried the panties into my laundry bin and then I went down to the laundry room.


CHAPTER IV

I was early at the clinic in the morning. When they gave me my pill, I didn’t hesitate before swallowing it. I gulped it down, showed my tongue, and then I skipped off to attend my first class of the day. I sat in the back of the room, so I could watch all of the pretty girls while they took their seats in their little skirts and tight short shorts.

A perverted part of me was hoping that I would get an erection from watching the girls as they trickled in. I made a point of staring at their asses and their young, perky tits, but that erection didn’t come during class—and maybe that was for the best.

I went back to my dorm room between classes, just to make sure my cock was still working. I massaged it for a while, and then I had to dig those pink panties out from my laundry bin to make myself hard. I wasn’t thrilled that I needed to rub a pair of women’s underwear on my cock to make myself aroused, but at least I was able to become aroused. I jerked myself for a couple of minutes, and then I stopped myself from coming.

I wanted to really put my cock to the test. I wanted to see if I could make it work with a girl. I had no idea how I was going to find a willing candidate on a Thursday afternoon, but I was determined to make it happen, so I set out onto the campus. I strolled down the many walkways, smiling at every girl I passed. Whenever a girl smiled back, I would throw out a compliment. I made so many girls blush that afternoon.

I’d never been so confident in my life. I wondered if that was a symptom of the pill I’d been taking, or if it was just a symptom of my newfound horniness, now that I knew that I could get hard.

It only took me fifteen minutes to find a girl who wanted to flirt. She stopped in her tracks after I complimented her, then she walked over to me and I complimented her again. Her face quickly turned red.

She wasn’t the hottest girl I’d seen that day, but she was interested, and that’s all I was looking for. She was a bit on the thicker end and it was obvious that she had to wear a lot of makeup to hide a less-than-flattering face, with a big nose and small, beady eyes. Her teeth were also quite crooked.

“You really think I’m pretty?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “But I’m sure you get that all the time.”

She giggled and shook her head. “Not really,” she said. “Is this some sort of prank? Or a dare?”

“No. I just think you’re pretty. Can’t a guy tell a girl that she’s pretty? Do you have a class to get to?”

“I was just on my way back to my dorm,” she said.

“You should come back to my dorm,” I said.

She giggled again, snorting slightly this time. She covered her mouth to hide her teeth while she smiled. “Are you messing with me?” she asked.

“No. Why would I be messing with you?”

“I don’t know. Why do you keep complimenting me? Is this some sort of frat challenge? Who can get into a girls panties first?”

“I’m not in a frat,” I said. “I just wanted to compliment you. Is that really so crazy?”

She stared into my eyes for a moment, still with that crooked smile on her face. “Where’s your dorm?” she asked.

So I led her back to my dorm room. She stood by the door with red cheeks as I started to take my clothes off. “Are we just going to do it?” she asked.

“Do you not want to?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just—I wasn’t expecting to move this quickly. I didn’t really think that I would be having sex today, to be honest. It’s actually been quite a while. I haven’t even shaved in a couple of weeks.”

“You know what they say: there’s no time better than the present.” I made a big smile. My heart was pounding the way it always did when I was in the presence of a sexual partner. But I managed to remain calm, taking a deep breath as I slipped my pants down. I was still flaccid, but I was sure that I could summon an erection if necessary.

She awkwardly bit her tongue as she looked down my body. Her gaze landed on my cock and she took a deep breath in. “Well?” I said. Her cheeks became a darker shade of red as she slowly sunk down to her knees. I felt her warm, gentle fingers slipping around my flaccid cock. She lifted my shaft up and brought my tip to her lips. She looked up at me with her eyes before closing her eyes and leaning forward with parted lips. My cock was in her mouth, and now, I was waiting for that little pill to do its job.

She sucked and bobbed with a tremendous amount of elegance, as if she sucked cock for a living. It’s always the timid and shy ones who can suck cock like expensive Vegas escorts. Why is that? She managed to do things with her tongue that didn’t even seem possible, wrapping it around my shaft while also stimulating my tip. She had my legs trembling in no time—but she wasn’t getting me hard. My cock wasn’t becoming erect, even though I’d taken one of my trial pills.

A cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths, trying to summon that erection, but it wasn’t coming. Maybe it just needed a minute. Maybe it just needed two minutes. When I opened my eyes, she was looking up at me with those big eyes. “Is everything okay?” she asked, slipping my flaccid cock out of her mouth for just a moment.

I nodded my head quickly. “Everything’s fine. Maybe I’m just a bit nervous,” I said. I laughed awkwardly. “You’re so pretty—it’s kind of intimidating.”

She smiled. “Well don’t be intimidated. Let’s just relax and have some fun. Right?”

I nodded my head and she went back in for more sucking. It felt good, but nothing was happening. My cock wasn’t growing, and without an erection, there would be no sex.

Then my eye caught that pair of panties, which was under my bed, poking out just a tease. I remembered rubbing that beautiful lace up and down my cock. My cock tingled at the mere thought, so I tried to imagine I was stroking those panties along my shaft—but my imagination wasn’t quite strong enough to do the job. But it wasn’t like I could just ask her to stop while I rubbed panties on my cock. Maybe I could rub my cock against her panties, without her noticing.

“Lay down on the bed,” I said. “On your stomach.”

She looked up at me with confused eyes. Then she looked down at my flaccid cock, probably wondering what the hell I was going to do with the useless thing. Finally, after a long ten seconds of silence, she stood up and walked over to my bed. She hopped onto my mattress and then I walked up behind her. I grabbed her little booty shorts and I tugged them down, revealing her cute white cotton panties. I cupped her butt cheeks and squeezed firmly. Then I carefully mounted her, placing my ball sack down between her thick thighs and my shaft down between her fat butt cheeks. I took a deep breath and started to thrust my cock, mashing it against her cotton undies. My heart fluttered and a tingle buzzed through me. My cock was twitching and getting warm. My little trick was working!

But it was working slowly. My cock was getting hard at a terribly slow pace.

She reached back and grabbed her panties, reading to tug them down so I could have proper access to her holes. “No—wait,” I said. “Just give me a minute.” I was starting to feel embarrassed—that horribly familiar embarrassment that I was so used to feeling with girls. Why wouldn’t my cock work? Why was I cursed with this horrible ailment?

I just needed the panties. There was something about them that made things work. I needed them close to me. I needed to have them rubbing on my skin. So I bit down on my tongue and said, “Okay, let’s take them off.” I pulled them down, slipping them off of her cute feet, and then I held them up and buried my nose into them. I sniffed, breathing in that incredible clean panties smell. I pressed them hard against my face, and then I brought them down to my crotch. Thankfully, my chubby date was still looking forward towards the head of the bed.

My heart fluttered and pounded. A strange idea came to my head. I tried to push it away, but for the moment it was in my head, my cock tingled harder than ever. So I found myself considering it: biting down on my tongue while trying to weigh the benefits against the humiliation. Then she looked back at me. “Are we going to do it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. My cock was almost there—almost stiff enough to fuck with. But it needed a little extra. It needed something. “I’m going to wear your panties.”

“What?” she said, looking back again.

“I’m going to wear them. Don’t judge me—and don’t tell anyone about this. I just—I just really want to wear them.”

She was silent, looking back at me with wide, frightened eyes, as if I just told her I was going to murder her and eat her body. It was a minute before she said, “Okay.” My heart was racing and my hands were trembling as I bent over to pull the panties up my legs. I felt like such a fool. I’d never been more humiliated in my life—but my cock was apparently not feeling so humiliated. The moment those panties were hugging my package, my shaft started to throb and grow at an alarming rate. I watched as my hard dick stretched that white cotton. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock was this hard! I could see veins throbbing along my erection. My foreskin was stretched back as far as it could go. My tip was starting to turn red because of the impressive blood flow.

I flipped my cock out the side of the panties and then I aimed it down at her juicy pussy. Before sticking my cock into her, I reached down and gently touched the little pink bow on my panties. My heart fluttered again with a combination of excitement and humiliation, and then I stuck it into her. I pumped her with my amazing erection. She moaned and squirmed. I pinned her down with both of my hands while I pumped harder. Her plump thighs pressed together and she let out a little scream.

I couldn’t believe how long my cock was! I was so aroused that my shaft had actually grown in length! I found myself watching it as it disappeared and reappeared over and over from within her tight slit. But the most amazing sight of all was my long shaft emerging from the side of those tight white panties. I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I loved how the tight undies squished my balls against my body, making them invisible as if they didn’t exist. I loved how girly my legs looked. They would have been even girlier if I shaved away the hair. Maybe that’s what I would do as soon as I was done with this girl. Maybe I could keep her panties. Maybe I could wear them underneath my jeans, so I could feel this amazing tingling sensation for the rest of the day.

That tingling was intense now. I groaned in an attempt to push it away, but it only became stronger. My legs started to tremble and I yelled out. Then, I was filling her pussy with hot cum. She screamed out, having her second or third orgasm of the afternoon.

Then, once I was finished emptying my load into her, the room became silent. She crawled forward until my cock was out of her, and then she rolled off of the bed. She picked up her shorts and pulled them up, still without saying a single word.

“Was that okay?” I finally asked.

She nodded her head. “It was, uh, really nice. But I should get going,” she said. I noticed her eyeing my panties—her panties, which were still on my body. She looked away quickly and didn’t mention them. Maybe she wanted them back and was too afraid to ask—or maybe getting them back was the absolute last thing she wanted now. She went to the door, hesitated for a moment, and then she let herself out, leaving me feeling horribly humiliated but strangely satisfied at the same time. Once she was gone, I jumped up to my feet and locked my dorm room door. I looked down at my panty-clad crotch and a nausea filled my gut. “What the fuck?” I said.

Was I discovering something very scary about myself? Did I really need women’s underwear to get off? Was that really better than not being able to get off at all?


CHAPTER V

The little clinic was especially silent the next morning. No one in the room was making eye contact with anyone else. I only looked up briefly to try to get a read on one of the other guys. What if the panties thing was because of the pill? What if these other guys were also feeling the strange desire to wear women’s underwear? No—what a ridiculous thought! The other guys didn’t even know that the pill had anything to do with intimacy and erectile issues.

The medical student came into the room and handed out the day’s pills. He watched as everyone took their pill, and then he got to me. “Well? Go ahead,” he said.

I looked into his eyes for a moment before asking, “What side-effects have the other guys been having?”

He stared at me for what seemed like a very long moment. “I can’t tell you that,” he said. “Have you been having symptoms that you haven’t reported?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I mean—I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“Why don’t you come with me to my office?” he said. He turned around and walked into one of the back rooms. I was slow to get up and follow him, not sure I wanted to tell him about what I’d been experiencing. “Sit down in that chair right there. Tell me more about what’s been going on.”

He took a seat behind his desk and then stared into my eyes as if we were playing a game of poker at a high stakes table. I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “Nothing, really. I just—I don’t know. I’ve been having different thoughts, I guess, but that might not have anything to do with the pill. It probably has nothing to do with the pill. No, it definitely doesn’t have anything to do with the pill. Right?”

He was silent while he continued to stare at me. “I don’t know,” he said. “Because I don’t know what kind of thoughts you’ve been having. Are they suicidal thoughts?”

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not—nothing like that! They’re just… different thoughts: thoughts that I’ve never had before.”

“Please describe them.”

“They’re kind of embarrassing,” I said.

He nodded his head. “Sexual thoughts?”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I guess so. Sort of. But sometimes they aren’t even sexual. Sometimes they’re just… there.”

“You’re going to have to be less vague for me. This is a clinical trial. We need as much information as we can get so we can push this drug into the next stage. I don’t care if the thoughts are embarrassing or weird. I don’t even care if you’ve been thinking about murdering your whole family. I just need to know so I can document it and decide if it has anything to do with the trial.”

“Okay,” I said. I looked down at my feet. “Well, ever since I’ve started taking the pill, I’ve had the weirdest desire—and I swear I’ve never had this desire before—to, um, you know…”

I couldn’t stand the way he was staring at me. He said that he wasn’t going to judge me, but his eyes were already so judging. How could I tell him anything? He was probably going to tell all of his medical buddies, and they were all probably going to tell their friends. “What is it already?” he said.

“I’ve had the weirdest desire to eat cake. I just can’t stop thinking about cake. And when I eat cake, the craving doesn’t go away. Is that normal?” I asked, lying.

He stared at me for another long moment, nodding his head slowly. “You can’t stop eating cake, huh?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “That’s right.”

“That’s what you were afraid to tell me?”

“That’s it,” I said.

“I’ll make note of it,” he said apprehensively. “If the cravings continue or go away, just let me know. And if you start feeling anything else, please come and tell me.”

“Of course. I’ll do that. I should be going. It was nice talking to you.” I jumped up to my feet and I scurried directly towards the door without looking back. I just wanted to get to class. I wanted to get away from that clinic and away from the weird urges that seemed to be getting worse.

But I wasn’t free from those urges in class. I took a seat in the back corner and I sunk low into my chair. A minute later, a young woman in a short pink skirt took the seat next to me. “No one is sitting here, are they?” she asked me.

I shook my head. I carefully pulled my shirt down to cover the waistband of my jeans, just in case the waistband of my white cotton panties was poking out. She smiled at me and then she looked forward as class was about to begin.

Now my heart was pounding aggressively. I found myself looking over at her long, smooth legs—and her cute pink skirt. It looked so soft and comfortable. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to feel that amazingly soft fabric against my thighs.

Then I found myself looking down her legs, at her smooth skin, and then at her cute feet in her little brown strappy sandals. I wondered how my legs would look if I shaved away the hair, and I wondered if my feet would look cute in a pair of strappy sandals—maybe with the same pink nail polish she was wearing now.

She looked over at me, so I looked away—but it wasn’t quickly enough. Now she was staring at me. “Can I help you with something?” she asked quietly.

I shook my head. “No. I just—I dropped one of my pencils and I was trying to see if it maybe fell down by your feet.”

She looked down. While her gaze was directed in the other direction, I stole another glance of those perfect legs. I wanted to feel them so bad—just to see if they would feel the same as my legs, once I got around to shaving them.

And that afternoon, I took my face razor into the dorm showers and I swiped away the hair. My heart was pounding the whole time. And with each new strip of smooth skin, my cock twitched and hardened. By the time I was finished shaving my legs and my crotch, I had a throbbing erection: the first erection I’d had in so long without the help of panties. I wrapped my fist tightly around my shaft and I gently began to stroke. I closed my eyes and pulled a heavy breath of air into my lungs. It felt good. I loved being able to pull my hand down my whole shaft without feeling any hair. But why did it feel so good? Where were these strange urges coming from? Did they really have something to do with that pill I was taking every morning?

I suddenly got a strange idea. I grabbed my razor and I popped off the blade, leaving me with just the long handle. I took the dull end of the handle and reached it around to my asshole. I gently began to push it in with my left hand while my right hand continued to stroke my cock. It took a moment to penetrate, but once it was inside, the pleasure was overwhelming. A moan slipped out from my lips, then I bit down on my tongue, knowing there were guys in the other shower stalls. I pushed the handle deeper into my ass and I stroked my length faster.

My God, it felt so good! I wanted to scream out louder than I ever screamed, but I fought away the urge. I bit down so hard on my tongue that I nearly drew blood. My legs were trembling and my heart was pounding. I managed to find a sweet spot in my asshole, which I jabbed repeatedly with that razor handle. Then, without any warning, my cock began to spew long strands of cum across the small shower stall. Had there not been a wall in front of me, that cum probably would have flown thirty feet through the air.

I groaned and my legs buckled. I had to lower myself down into a squatting position so that I wouldn’t fall over. I pushed the handle out from my ass and then I stared at it for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I’d just done. Was that pill making me gay? Were the panties just the beginning of something much bigger and much more life changing? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked chasing girls. I liked that my life was more or less normal, without much controversy. Maybe I was better off with a bit of erectile dysfunction. Maybe I didn’t need sex. Maybe it was time to stop showing up at that clinic to take that pill; I didn’t really need the money anyway.

Yet the next morning, I found myself back in that clinic, putting that pill on my tongue. I had to close my eyes and will myself to swallow it—but I managed to gulp it down. And for what? At this point, what was I trying to accomplish? Was I really this desperate to overcome my erectile dysfunction?


CHAPTER VI

When I was leaving the clinic, I saw the girl in the pink skirt walking down the sidewalk, except now she was wearing a short black dress with an open back: another little outfit that I immediately found myself daydreaming about wearing. She was wearing a pair of black flats and she had a black choker around her throat. I wanted the whole ensemble.

She was headed away from the campus, and for some reason I found myself following her, watching the way that she walked and trying to decide if I could imitate her gait. I didn’t try it there in public, but I was taking careful mental notes, as if I was actually planning on trying it later in the privacy of my own dorm room.

She jogged across the street and went up to one of the sorority houses. I watched as she went inside, and then I found myself circling the block, slipping down the alleyway so I could try to get a view through the back of the tall house. And sure enough, I managed to spot her through one of the back windows. Her room was on the bottom floor. Her opened window looked out into the garden. I watched her for a moment while she put away her bag and had a long sip from a water bottle. Then she closed her blinds—probably to get changed. I pulled myself away from that sorority house, slapping myself gently on the face. “What the hell is wrong with you?” I whispered aloud.

It was the next morning when I saw her again, this time headed towards the same class that I had with her. She was walking with four other girls—all members of the same sorority judging by the matching bows they all had in their hair, like a small squad of high school cheerleaders. I watched them for a moment before getting one of the stupidest and most dangerous ideas I’d ever gotten. I turned around and started heading towards that sorority house.

I walked by the front and looked up at the many windows. The place was seemingly vacant. The windows were dark and the house was quiet—but I knew it was likely there were girls inside. So I snuck around back, through that alleyway and over the fence into the garden. Maybe there were still girls inside, but I knew that one bedroom should be empty. The window was left open a crack: more than enough for me to slip my fingers in and pull it open, so I could crawl in. I let myself down in her bedroom quietly, and then I looked around with a ferociously pounding heart.

Her room was clean, so I was going to have to be careful not to leave a single trace of my presence. I crept over to the closet and opened it slowly, revealing an amazing wardrobe filled with pure whites, soft pinks, and sexy blacks. The girl definitely had a style. I sifted through the many outfits dangling on hangers before finding that beautiful pink skirt. I took it down and held it in my hands. It was just as soft as I imagined. I squeezed it tightly as a whimper slipped out from my lips. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. I put the skirt down and then I continued digging.

I found two more skirts, and two dresses. I found a few cute tops: a tank top, a light sweater, and a low-cut t-shirt. I managed to find a drawer full of accessories, from which I stole a choker, a pair of clip-on earrings, a hair bow, and a costume gold necklace. I stuffed everything into an old bag I found in the back of her closet.

I was missing class, but it was worth it—at least it seemed worth it in the moment. My body was surging with excitement. My heart was pounding and my nerves were tingling. My bag was nearly full, but I still tried to cram a pair of flats and a pair of heels into it. Before leaving, I even stole some makeup. The bag was so full that I had to stuff my pockets with her makeup supplies. But it wasn’t technically stealing. I planned on returning it once these strange urges passed. I could leave them on the doorstep in the middle of the night, or just fling it all over the fence into the garden on my way to class one morning. I just needed it for a short while—just so I could try it all on and know how it felt on my body.

I did a quick lap around the room, making sure nothing looked out of place. I had a feeling she wouldn’t notice any of the outfits missing, seeing as she had so much. But I still hesitated before slipping out of her window and back into the garden. What if she did notice things missing? What if she had some way of tracking it down?

My heart didn’t stop pounding as I made my escape. Even once I was back in my dorm room, my heart continued to throb in an almost painful way. I took a deep breath and started to unpack my haul. I wanted to try it all on, but I knew I didn’t have enough to make a complete outfit. I needed one more thing, and I knew where I could get it.

A block from my house was the shopping mall. I didn’t have any money, but the stores weren’t selling what I needed anyway. I had to act casual, despite my throbbing heart. I had to bite my tongue and play it cool while I casually went from store to store, eyeing up the wigs on every mannequin. It was a long brown wig that caught my attention. I loved how straight and soft the hair was. It was in a big department store, which was mostly empty as it was still early in the morning. I lingered around the area until the only store employee was looking the other way. Then I snatched that wig and awkwardly stuffed it under my shirt. I had to tuck my shirt into my pants so the wig wouldn’t fall out. As I turned around, I noticed the camera on the ceiling, pointing right at me. A cold sweat broke out all over my body. I quickly made my way towards the exit before the security guard watching that camera could catch up with me.

I had to move fast, and I didn’t stop moving until I was back in my dorm room, behind my locked door, with the rest of my stolen goods. I felt like crap—like a complete scumbag. But at the same time, I was exhilarated to have all of the adorable outfits that I now had. I bit down hard on my tongue to fight away the smile that was determined to cross my face. Once I’d caught my breath, I started getting myself dolled up. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, particularly with the makeup, so there was quite a bit of trial and error. But even when I was screwing up, I was enjoying the process, watching the transformation of my face in the mirror.

I couldn’t believe how such small details could go such a long way, particularly with the eyeliner. My eyes were already big, but they looked so much bigger with dark lines around them. Then I was able to make them look even bigger and shinier with the right amount of eye shadow. The lip-gloss made my lips look so plump and juicy, and the blush made my cheekbones look as though they belonged on the cover of some fashion magazine. Once I had the wig on my head, the transformation went up to a whole new level. The brunette bangs seemed to change the shape of my face so much that I hardly even recognized myself. The black choker pushed that unfamiliarity even further.

I caught myself blowing kisses at the mirror. Then it was time to get dressed, which wasn’t easy now that I had a throbbing erection towering up from between my legs. I tried to squish it into my lacy panties, but it just kept springing up, as if it was begging for me to stroke it. So I did what I had to do: I stroked it—and it only took a minute before I was unloading hot cum into a wad of tissue paper.

I started by trying on the pink skirt, with a white tank top. The combination was cute, and it made my body look particularly petite. The black dress showed off curves that I didn’t know that I had. I loved how tight it was against my skin, down to my hips where it finally relaxed a little bit—enough that I could sway from side to side and the fabric would dance around me. I caught myself giggle like a little girl, then I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was a shade of dark red. I tried to remove the smile from my embarrassed face, but it just wouldn’t go. I was enjoying myself too much—I was having more fun than any man should while trying on women’s clothing.

And it wasn’t long before terrible ideas started to fill my head. I looked out the window, down at the campus’ main walkway, which zigzagged around every building and looped around in one big ring. If I went and walked the whole loop, would people be able to tell that I wasn’t really a woman? Would my classmates and friends recognize me? Would guys check out my ass, and maybe even flirt with me? My heart throbbed with terror and excitement. Just a few days before, the idea would have filled me with nothing but horror and nausea, but now, the excitement was more overwhelming than anything.

That pill must have been poisoning my brain. This sissification must have been a side effect of that strange drug I was taking. Were the other guys going through the same embarrassment? Were they breaking into sorority houses to steal outfits? Were they dolling themselves up so that they could feel some strange, perverse sexual pleasure that didn’t belong? Was it possible that I wouldn’t be the only one out on that walkway, dolled up as a gender that I wasn’t, trying to get attention from people I probably shouldn’t have been getting attention from?

The excitement was just too strong. With a trembling hand, I reached for my doorknob. I opened the door slowly and I poked my head out. My hallway was empty: I had a straight shot to the back exit. So I slipped out and crept down the hall, hoping none of my neighbouring doors would open. My legs were trembling so hard that I was wobbling slightly with each step. I wasn’t even in heels. I had to stop in the stairwell to catch my breath and gather myself. I tried to convince myself to turn around, before I made a massive mistake that I would never be able to take back. And then I found myself continuing downwards, towards the building’s back exit, so I could walk around in public in a wig, makeup, and women’s clothing. I truly had lost my mind.


CHAPTER VII

The sun was warm on my exposed skin. The gentle breeze was especially noticeable, drifting up the short skirt of my dress—but I kind of liked the pleasant feeling. I tried not to make eye contact with anyone, but I could feel them all around me. I could feel their gazes turning towards me, staring at me. Through the corner of my eye I could see heads leaning towards one another to share whispers. They were talking about me—I was almost sure of it. But I was too afraid to look over to see whether they were talking about me positively, or as though I was a lunatic who was having a mental breakdown. It was very possible that I was a lunatic having a mental breakdown.

The horrible dread churning in my stomach worsened with every step I took, knowing I was getting further and further away from the safety of my dorm room. People could probably see my legs trembling. Maybe they could even see the bulge of my cock whenever I took an especially long step, making my thin dress stretch out. My whole package was only being held back by a thin strip of lace. I couldn’t even tell if that lace was still doing its job, or if my shaved manhood had slipped loose.

Maybe I could tell everyone that I was just playing a prank. Maybe I could force a smile and lie about being dared. ‘It was just a joke and you all fell for it!’ I could say. But would they believe me? What kind of lousy joke could this possibly be?

I was starting to think that I needed to report this craziness to the drug trial team. Maybe this was exactly the type of behaviour they were trying to document. Maybe the pill wasn’t for erectile dysfunction—maybe I’d eavesdropped on the wrong conversation. Maybe I was taking some sort of sissification pill, which turned men into floundering trannies. But how could a little pill do so much inside of a brain? How could a little pill make me so curious to know what it would feel like to have a thick, throbbing cock inside of my asshole?

I bit down on my tongue as I passed a group of young men. They all looked over at me, but I didn’t look back at them. I could feel their gazes all over my body. I couldn’t hear them snickering, but I knew it was happening. Finally, after a moment of biting down on my tongue, I turned my head to look back, to see if they really were snickering.

They weren’t. They were all checking out my body, and they all looked away quickly with red faces when they noticed me looking back at them. My heart stopped beating for a moment. Did I really just fool a group of young men into thinking that I was the real deal?

Now I was smirking. I could feel my face turning red. I forced myself to look around again, and for the second time, I caught a group of men looking in my direction. It probably helped that my dress was so short that I was nearly showing off my bare ass to the entire campus. One man looked right into my eyes as he walked towards me. I looked back into his and we shared a quick smile before my confidence fluttered off and I looked away. A tingling began to grow between my legs.

And then I remembered that night that I lost my virginity. I remembered putting my cock into that girl’s ass, only to find out minutes later that she wasn’t a girl at all. Now the tables were turning around. Now I was toying with the idea of being that girl. Maybe I could convince a guy to put it in my bum, without showing off my lack of pussy. Maybe it would feel good. Except unlike the girl I lost my V-card to, maybe I would keep my masculine identity a secret, even after the act was finished, so I wouldn’t leave the guy with a lifetime of erectile dysfunction.

“Hey!” a voice called out from my left. I assumed it wasn’t concerning me, seeing as nobody knew me. But then the voice called out again. “Hey! You in the black dress!” My heart stammered and I forced myself to look over.

A tall, handsome man was looking my way, holding a piece of paper in his hand. He was coming towards me with a big smile on his stubble-covered face. “What are you doing tonight?” he asked.

I shook my head. My lips parted, but I was too afraid to let any words out. I hadn’t practised my voice and I didn’t want to give myself away now—things were going too well to give myself away now.

“We’re having a party tonight at our frat house. You should come by. Bring a couple friends if you want. The party is invite-only, so don’t go inviting your whole floor or anything.” He held that paper out towards me, so I took it. I didn’t read it until I was further down the walkway, away from the handsome man, who was now checking out my ass as I walked away from him.

The paper was titled: ‘4th ANNUAL DELTA PI VIP PARTY: LOTS OF BEER AND LOTS OF MUSIC’. I liked the idea of ‘lots of music’, especially if the music would be loud enough to drown out the sound of my voice. I looked back and saw that the man was still looking towards me, still with that confident smile on his face. I knew that he wanted to fuck me. I knew men all too well, and I knew that look because I’d made the same one many times before.

And maybe I could play along. Maybe I could put a little extra effort into my disguise and slip up to a bedroom with him once he was drunk enough. I could still remember the way my V-card T-girl moaned when I pumped her ass, as if it was the greatest pleasure imaginable without the use of dangerous narcotics. Maybe this was my chance to feel that same pleasure. Maybe this trial pill was leading me towards something good—something exciting that I would love.

Or maybe I was just succumbing to chemical urges that I would spend the rest of my life regretting, the way I constantly regretted fucking that secret tranny in the ass so many years before.


CHAPTER VIII

I spent another two hours in front of my little dorm room mirror that evening before taking off for that party. I redid my makeup completely—multiple times, until I got every little detail as perfect as I could get it. I knew that I still needed a lot of practise before I could really call my makeup skills ‘perfect’, but I was at least able to make myself unrecognizable, using some contouring techniques I learned on the Internet.

Of course I also practised my voice—first watching a dozen different YouTube tutorials, and then speaking for hours until my throat was sore. I couldn’t remember the last time I put so much work into anything. Had I been putting this much effort into my classes, I would have had a perfect 4.0 GPA. But in the moment, this seemed more important. It was more vital that I remain unrecognizable and undetectable while at a party filled with testosterone-fuelled men and women looking to compete with other women. I knew I would have to be on the top of my game. I knew that I couldn’t make any mistakes.

Though I was certainly making one giant mistake, which was going to the party at all. As I stood outside of the tall frat house, listening to the booming music and watching the beautiful people filtering in, my heart throbbed. I knew I was making a huge mistake, but I wasn’t doing anything to stop myself. I had allowed myself to get dolled up and ready and I’d allowed myself to walk all the way across campus to the doorstep of that party. And now, I trying to build up the confidence to walk through the door, while I should have been gathering the courage to get as far away from that party as possible.

But I kept thinking of that night I lost my virginity. I kept hearing that trans girl’s elated moans echoing in my head. I could still remember the way that T-girl trembled as she approached her orgasm. I could still remember the red shade her skin became before she screamed out in absolute pleasure—and the way her anal muscles all tensed and relaxed when that big O finally came. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and now I was more curious than ever. That little trial pill had my mind drifting to places it didn’t belong and I didn’t have the willpower to do anything about it.

I stepped through that door. My hands were trembling and my heart was fluttering in every possible direction. The music was almost painfully loud, which was relieving. The lights were set to their dimmest setting, which was also relieving. But I was still on edge. Every gaze that turned my way made my legs tremble—nearly buckling every time. I had to force a number of smiles as I made my way through the house, with no destination in mind. I pressed my slick, glossy lips together and took a deep breath in through my nose, getting a strong whiff of my own perfume. I turned around a corner and found myself face-to-face with a mirror. My own reflection made me jump, and then I apologized to myself before realizing I was talking to myself. My own mistaken identity came as another small relief.

Then I spotted the handsome jock who gave me the invitation to the party. He was chatting with a friend, but he must have felt my gaze tickling the back of his head because he turned around and looked at me. He smiled and my extremities suddenly tingled cold. I managed to force a smile back as I looked into his eyes. From across the room I could see his pupils dilating and I knew he was drunk—and it was in that moment that I knew he was going to fuck me, as long as I was willing to allow him to do so. And was I? Would I let him bring me up to his room? Would I let him stick his big fraternity cock in my asshole? Would I tell him my secret first and hope that he doesn’t care, or would I do what was done to me, hiding my cock while exposing my tight asshole?

He looked away from me and returned to his conversation. It was only a moment later when his friends looked over to check me out, and I knew they were talking about me. I could see a smirk on the side of his face. Was he bragging about me? Was I worth bragging about? Was that something to be proud of?

I had to get myself a drink, to help take off the edge. On my way to the kitchen, I felt a hand slip down my back, onto my ass. Before I could spin my head around, that hand squeezed my butt cheek underneath my dress. I became tense, letting a gasp slip out from my lips. I saw the responsible man: a young freshman wearing a black and white sport shirt. He stared into my eyes with a big grin. If I wanted to be fucked, I didn’t even have to wait for the handsome jock. I didn’t have to go through the usual formalities that men have to go through. I could walk up to any guy at that party and simply say, ‘Let’s go to the bedroom.’ Hell, I probably didn’t even have to say as much to the man in front of me now. I could just reach out and grab his hand, and we would be on our way to Fuck Town. I had a feeling the horny man looking at me now, with his hand still touching my body, wouldn’t even care if I told him I had a cock. I had a hole, and that was all that mattered to most of the men in that fraternity house.

I turned away saying nothing, and he said nothing as I continued towards the kitchen. Gazes turned to look at me. It didn’t help that I was one of few girls at that party. There was easily a five-to-one ratio of men to women.

I poured myself a tall shot of straight vodka. I slammed the shot hard and then I took a deep breath before pouring another. I knew the alcohol was a bad idea. I knew my sensibilities were already questionable because of that little pill I was taking each morning, but I needed the buzz badly. And thankfully, that buzz came quickly. To keep that buzz going, I fetched a beer from the fridge. I quickly took a big sip, and then I clutched bottle tightly, keeping it close to me. I could still feel the gazes turning my way. I could feel them move up and down my body. I kept reaching down to tug on my skirt, but that didn’t stop men from ogling my ass.

I was starting to feel like Hunter Thompson during a hard psychedelic trip. Walls seemed to be moving slightly and faces seemed to be growing bigger and moving in closer. Was I having a nightmare? Was the alcohol reacting poorly with the trial drug? Did they tell me to stay away from liquor? I couldn’t remember. My heart was pounding fast. I had to get away from the loud music. I had to get away from all of the men who wanted to plug my holes with their big, thick cocks. I had to get a breath of fresh air so my anxiety could settle.

That handsome jock was standing between the front door, and me and the horny man in the yellow sport shirt was standing by the back door. So I fled towards the stairs, trying my best to act natural. I went up quickly, wobbling slightly in my stolen high heels. Once I was up the stairs, I scurried around one corner and then another. Then I saw an open bedroom door, so I zipped towards it. I went inside and closed the door, and a wave of relief quickly washed over me. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. “You’re fine,” I whispered to myself.

I walked over to the made bed and I sat down on the edge. It was a soft mattress and the sheets were giving off a pleasantly clean smell. I was just about to lie down on my back when what I thought was a closet door suddenly opened.

I jumped up to my feet as the glow of the en-suite bathroom teased my skin. A man stepped out and I suddenly had the urge to tug down my skirt as much as I could without pulling it right off. “I’m sorry,” I said.

The man looked at me with wide eyes for a moment—and then I suddenly recognized him: the medical student who gave me my pill every morning. He looked down my body and then up at my face. I wanted to throw my hands in front of my face but I fought off the urge.

“Sorry, I was just using the washroom,” he said. “Can I help you?”

I shook my head. Now I was too afraid to speak, even though I’d put so much effort into practising my voice.

“Just getting away from the loud music for a minute?” he asked, still staring at me carefully as if he was making sure I was swallowing a pill.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

“Well you’re welcome to stay in here as long as you want. Just do me a favour and don’t go through my closet or my dresser. I just did laundry and it took me two hours to fold everything.”

I nodded my head again. “I’ll just go,” I said, standing up and turning quickly towards the door.

“Wait,” he said, bringing me to a sudden stop. My heart skipped a beat and then flew up into my throat. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and turned around slowly, forcing a smile while trying to keep my gaze away from his. “You look familiar.”

My legs wanted to buckle badly. I moved my hands behind my body, so he wouldn’t be able to see them trembling. I managed to shrug my shoulders.

“Have we met before?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “I—I don’t think so.”

He took a step closer to me, making every muscle in my body tense up. I bit down on my tongue and managed to force the most awkward smile I’d ever made. “Why do you look so familiar?” he said.

I wanted to close my eyes and have this whole thing end—wake up from the nightmare and then burn every little lacy piece of fabric in my dorm room. But I wasn’t having a nightmare—I was living one. “I don’t know,” I managed to say.

“Are you in the med program?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“What program are you in?”

“Creative writing,” I said. And then I regretted saying it. He met me in my creative writing class, didn’t he? Maybe he frequented creative writing classes when looking for guinea pigs. Maybe I just gave away my identity.

He nodded his head slowly. “Are you here with someone?” he asked, changing the subject suddenly. I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was afraid to tell him that I was invited, but I wasn’t sure why I was afraid. He probably thought that I was some lunatic who just wandered into the house and went up to his room. But I didn’t know the name of the man who invited me, and I hated the idea of saying that a stranger invited me and I came alone. “Are you okay?” he asked after my long silence.

I nodded my head.

Then he looked down my body. “You must be here with someone. You’re dressed like you’re on a date.”

I shook my head. “I’m, uh, not here with anyone.”

His eyes narrowed. “I hope this doesn’t come across as sexist, but if you go around dressing like that when you’re out by yourself, you’re going to invite some serious attention—and it might not be attention you want. I hate to say that you’re dressed like you’re asking for it, but that’s how some guys might see it.”

I nodded my head, agreeing with him, hoping it would bring a swift end to the awkward conversation. I had to see him in seven hours to get my next pill, so I wanted to keep our face time to a minimum now. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound genuine.

Suddenly his face became red. “I didn’t mean that as an insult. You’re very pretty,” he said. “And that’s a really nice outfit. It’s just—it’s a short skirt and a tight top. It just might give the wrong guy the wrong idea—that’s all I’m trying to say.”

“Okay,” I said. But this short response only made him more flustered and awkward.

“You really are very pretty. You’re lucky. Lots of guys would kill to be with a girl like you—that’s the only reason I’m saying anything. I just—you know what? Forget I said anything.” He laughed nervously and his face became even redder.

And then something happened. I don’t know if it was the alcohol suddenly surging into my system or the pill releasing into my brain or just my crumbling sensibilities dissolving away even more than they already had—or maybe a combination of everything. Before I could stop myself, I said, “Do you want to fuck me?”

His face suddenly turned white. His eyes became wide and his lips parted wide. “F—Fuck you?” he said.

I stared into his eyes. I was terrified. I could feel my eyes peeled wide with horror. It must have been the pill. There was no way the normal me would go around offering myself up to strangers. The normal me wouldn’t even think for a second about gay sex—but now I was practically begging for it. “You can come in my ass,” I said. “Just not my pussy because I’m not on the pill.”

He was silent, and now I was silent too, trying to understand why such words would come out from my mouth. But the real horror came when he slowly nodded his head and said, “Okay. Lie down.”


CHAPTER IX

I placed myself flat on my stomach in that silent room. I looked over at the mirror and saw the young med student taking his clothes off slowly. I looked away when he got down to his underwear. I was terrified to see his cock. I wanted to imagine that it was small and that it wouldn’t hurt, but a bad feeling trembling inside of me suggested the opposite.

I reached down and pulled up my skirt, so that it was flipped up onto my lower back. Then I did the same thing that T-girl did to me so many years before, pulling aside my panties just enough to expose my asshole and nothing else. I could tell that the student was nervous enough that he wasn’t going to try anything out of bounds, like ripping off my panties or grabbing my pussy. I had to keep my hand back and a finger on my panties to keep my asshole exposed.

“Just be gentle,” I said suddenly, and then I said nothing else. He didn’t respond to me, but I knew that he heard me. I heard his bare footsteps moving towards me. The floorboards groaned under the weight of his slender body. I was surprised when he walked past me, moving up my side instead of simply sticking his cock into my ass. I was afraid to look over, but I knew I couldn’t look away forever without offending him. So I turned my head slowly and did my best not to cringe when I saw his cock. But there was strangely no urge to cringe. Instead, my eyes widened and a gasp slipped out from my lips. His cock was long and thick. It curved slightly to one side as it throbbed.

Unlike me, the student certainly didn’t have an erectile dysfunction issue. His cock was huge and healthy. I could see it pulsing as if he’d taken a whole handful of his own drug. He reached down and grabbed his shaft, pointing it down at my lips, which were still parted in awe. Then he said, “Suck it.” He didn’t wait for me to reply. Instead, he stepped forward and pressed the tip of his cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes and squirmed as I felt that warm throbbing sliding onto my tongue. I accidentally let an uncomfortable groan slip out. I wasn’t planning on sucking a cock. I wasn’t planning on having a cock anywhere near my mouth—it wasn’t even something I’d considered. But now that he was pushing his thick shaft through my lips, it made sense: of course he would want his cock sucked. Every man wants to have his cock sucked.

I could feel his veins pulsing inside of my mouth. I could feel his foreskin stretching back as his cock became even longer and harder. I reluctantly pressed my lips firmly around his manhood and I began to awkwardly bob my head, trying my best to feign interest. Another uncomfortable groan escaped my lips. I had the urge to gag but I fought that urge away.

Then I heard him moan, as if I was actually doing an okay job. He reached down and gently grabbed my head with both of his hands. Then another moan slipped out from his mouth, along with an elated sigh. I felt his cock twitching in my mouth. Was he actually enjoying this? Was I actually doing a good job? I knew I could do so much better if I really wanted to—and maybe this was my chance to see if that was true. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster. His muscles tensed up and a louder moan came out from his mouth.

And suddenly, sucking cock didn’t seem so gross. In fact, it seemed strangely satisfying. I was the reason he was moaning. I was making him happy. I was giving him pleasure—something I wasn’t used to accomplishing with women. Sometimes women would leave my dorm without a single second of moaning—but after just a couple of minutes, this man was in heaven—and it was all because of me.

So I started sucking harder and bobbing my head faster. I used my tongue to explore his shaft, stroking his length and stimulating his tip. It was only another minute before his body was trembling and squirming, and his cock was pulsing powerfully. I was starting to worry that he wasn’t going to make it to my asshole—that he was just going to explode in my mouth and all of this would be for nothing. Or would it be for nothing? Was this not satisfying in its own way? Had I not already discovered more than I knew about myself?

I thought of that moaning T-girl again, and I knew I couldn’t leave that bedroom without completing my experience. So I leaned back and let his throbbing cock slip out from my mouth. “I want you to fuck my asshole,” I said.

His eyes flashed and he looked back at my bum. I was still holding my panties to the side to keep my hole exposed. He took a deep breath and bit down gently on his bottom lip. Without saying anything, he moved down. I looked away. That fear was rushing back into me. His cock was big—much bigger than the handle of my razor. I knew it was going to hurt—but I hoped it was also going to feel as amazing as my first trans fling made it seem.

I felt his wet, throbbing tip press up between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath in as he began to push down. I closed my eyes and bit down hard on my tongue. “Oh God,” I groaned. I heard him groan as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate my tight hole. It didn’t help that I was clenching—but I couldn’t help it. I was too terrified to allow my hole to relax.

But it didn’t matter. He was so determined to get inside of me that my clenching didn’t stop him. He finally penetrated me with a loud groan. I screamed out. It hurt, as expected. But it wasn’t unbearable. At first, it seemed unnatural. I could feel my hole stretching in every direction, and I could feel his long cock pushing into my body—into a place that wasn’t designed to accommodate it. As he sunk deeper, that unnatural feeling became more and more intense. I squirmed, trying to relocate him into a more comfortable position. I clenched as hard as I could, but I couldn’t stop him from jamming further his cock into my body. I swear I could feel him pushing through my abdomen, into my chest, and towards my throat. But I knew that was impossible—I knew he was only working with seven or eight inches—not four feet! So why did it feel like he was pushing a broomstick through me?

I looked over at the mirror and saw a strangely sensual sight: my beautiful dolled up body being mounted by a well-hung man. His muscles were tense and flexed, and his tight skin was glistening with warm sweat. My cheeks were a shade of dark red, as if I was wearing way too much blush, even though I was hardly wearing any at all. I looked cute. I looked better as a girl than I did as a boy—or maybe that was just my poisoned brain interpreting reality incorrectly.

I finally felt his pelvis press against my bum. He was completely inside of me. Now, it didn’t feel so weird. I felt full and my hole felt like it was stretching—but it felt nice in a weird way. I squirmed slightly, revelling in that quiet moment, and then he started to pull back. He pulled all the way back, until his tip was just teasing my rim, then he slammed forward, slapping his pelvis into my ass. I gasped. It didn’t hurt. It felt good—too good. He did it again, and then again. Each penetration felt like I was having a separate cumshot. I groaned each time. My muscles were quickly turning into rubber. I bit down on my lip and swayed my head from side to side.

He came down again and again and again. And after a minute, I was moaning like some injured wild animal. I turned my face into the pillow and I let out a loud muffled scream. My legs started to convulse out of my control. I clutched two handfuls of bed sheets, and then that convulsing started to seep into the rest of my body. I was screaming but I couldn’t control it. I was feeling blasts of warm euphoria in every part of my body. I was experiencing what that T-girl experienced with me so many years before.

I didn’t want the moment to end—but at the same time, I wasn’t sure how much more pleasure I could handle. I was starting to worry that my heart was suddenly going to stop, or that I was going to soak his bed with my cum, even though I wasn’t even touching my cock.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I had no idea if I was still even using my girly voice. My ears were ringing and my eyes were flashing. I looked over again at that mirror, so I could watch myself getting fucked. I wished I could record that sight, so I could watch it every single night for the rest of my life. “Fuck!” I screamed loudly, and then I felt a warm wetness pooling around my crotch. I was coming. I was messing up my panties and his bed with my hot load. My heart stuttered. Would he notice? Or would he just think that the stain was his own load? I would have to be careful when getting up, so I wouldn’t expose myself and ruin his sex life forever.

“I’m coming,” he groaned, and then he pulled out suddenly. He grabbed his cock and squeezed it, and then he showered my back with his warm goo. He had much more cum than I was expecting: blast after blast across my back, ruining my skirt and my top and even my hair. But I didn’t mind.

He stumbled back and turned away. I could see in the mirror that his face was dark red, as if he was embarrassed. But I was too afraid to ask him why. I just assumed he wasn’t terribly fond of the fact he just fucked a complete stranger in the ass—or maybe he was feeling guilty about ruining my outfit. I also remained silent as I sat up in my own puddle of jizz.

I watched him as he got dressed. He walked over to his dresser and pulled out a green hoodie. “You can take this. It’s old, but at least it will cover you up.” He tossed it to me.

“Thank you,” I said, pulling the hoodie over my cum-stained outfit.

I didn’t go back down to the party. I got what I came for and now I was satisfied. When I got back to my dorm room, I stared into my little mirror and realized I was starting to accept my transformation. I was no longer afraid of my unrequested sissification. I was ready to embrace it—ready to see what else it had in store for me. I even caught myself smiling as I looked down at my body. I really did have the perfect body for the role.

I went to sleep that night in one of the little dresses I stole from that sorority. I loved the feeling of the soft satin against my skin. I had a feeling I was about to discover lots of things I would really love.


CHAPTER X

I was excited to get my pill the next morning, though I was terrified to step into that clinic. I came in wearing a pair of big sunglasses, worried the student would see me and recognize me. He was late, so we all had to sit there silently. I had to constantly remind myself that the young student wouldn’t recognize me. I looked completely different out of makeup—so I had nothing to worry about… right?

The student’s lateness gave me lots of time to subtly scan the room, to see if the other guinea pig students were possibly experiencing the same effects as me. They were all staring down at their feet, terrified to make eye contact. I saw one other student scanning the room like me. When our gazes met, he looked away quickly. But I didn’t feel the same social anxiety that he was feeling. For some reason, I felt comfortable. I felt like I could stand up and announce my side effects to the whole room. But of course I didn’t do that, because that could compromise my identity from the previous night.

So I looked down, trying to blend in. Then I started to think about the future. What if the trial ended and then I never saw the drug again? What if my sissy urges went away and I never felt them again? Would I try to force that pleasure back into my life, or would I be happy to not have them anymore? Could I convince one of the med students to give me a lifetime supply of the drug?

Soon, this would all be over. Life would go back to normal, and I wasn’t sure I wanted normal. My heart started to flutter with fear. I liked this new life. I didn’t want to lose it. But how could I keep it? What could I say to convince the students to keep me on this trial forever?

The med student finally showed up. He walked in with his head down and said nothing as he walked straight into his office to retrieve the morning dose. “Sorry everyone,” he said when he came back out. “I had a little problem with my alarm this morning. It won’t happen again.”

I was afraid to look towards him as he walked through the room handing a pill to everyone. He got to me last. He handed me the pill, looking me in the eye for a brief moment. Then he looked away and said, “If you’ve experienced any side effects, please come into my office and let me know.”

Everyone took their pill and then went towards the exit. I stood up and weighed my options. I could leave and remain in my little blissful state of ignorance. Or I could do what I was supposed to do and tell the student about what I’d been experiencing. I knew the latter option was the right thing to do, especially if this drug really was going to be on the market one day. So I bit down on my tongue and I knocked on his office door. “Can I come in?” I said.

He looked at me quietly for a moment and then he motioned towards the empty chair in front of his desk. “Sit down,” he said. I took the seat slowly, taking another deep breath while I gathered the last bit of courage that I needed to tell him what I’d done. I knew it wasn’t going to go well, but it had to be done. “What is it?” he asked.

I nodded my head, taking one last moment to pull myself together. Then, I spat it out. “I’ve been having urges—weird urges that I’ve never had before. It started with this pair of panties that I found, and… well—now I just want to dress up like a girl. I want to be a girl. I want to talk like a girl. Even right now, I’m forcing myself to talk normally. I don’t even know what normal is anymore. I just want to talk like a girl, and I want to wear girl’s clothes. I’m wearing panties now. I don’t know if this is too much information. It’s very embarrassing—believe me. But that’s what I’ve been feeling.”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. I noticed a slight smirk on his face, which sent my mind racing. Then he looked down at his little chart. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Troy,” I said.

“Troy,” he repeated. “Troy. I’m not really supposed to tell you this, but you haven’t been taking the drug. You’re our control patient. You’ve been taking sugar pills. Any urges you’ve been feeling are your own.”

My heart throbbed and my gut turned. But instead of being overwhelmed with terror, a strange excitement tingled down my nerves. “I’ve been taking placebo pills?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Don’t tell anyone that I told you. I don’t really know why I told you. But yes: you’ve been taking placebo pills… just sugar.”

The room became silent. I stood up slowly and turned towards the door. So many emotions were swirling around in my head. I looked forward at a window and caught my smiling reflection. This was good news. It was great news. These amazing feelings weren’t going to disappear as soon as the trial ended. They belonged to me. All of the pleasure I felt over the week was real—not drug-induced.

I got to the door and then he stopped me. “If you want to come dolled up tomorrow, then you can stay after your dose and we can… chat about this for a while.” I looked back and saw that he was smirking. He knew who I was. And now, I couldn’t wait for the next twenty-four hours to pass. I couldn’t wait to feel that amazing shaft deep in my asshole once again.

THE END


FIND ME ON PATREON!

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy!

Email:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

NIKKI CRESCENT

Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

OEBPS/image_rsrcHG.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
NI KK I CRESCENT
A . .

A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




